
supermarket's "Raisins and Other 
Delicious Dried Fruits" aisle was 
being thrust at me. *** My plot to 
get committed to an insane asylum for 
the free rent and food may not be 
sheer brilliance after all. I 
'seriously doubt that I could deliver 
my ultra-vegan philosophy spiel very 
persuasively while trying to convince 
everyone that I 6un an ostrich. Oh 
well. There's always prison. And 
anyway, ham hocks are vegetarian, as 
J-cng as you-spit them out. ***-iE)oes 
Ithe chewing gvim loseaits,, flavor on 
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iw-11 never be-.^revealed* *** I fasb; so 
!sick of feiljOw penis-bearers whining^ 
to me about'how unfair Riot Grrrr-is*- 
;I,3n't it funny how the priveleged 
:t;quirm when Confronted with the 
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I .indiecretfone," Bok Choy up yours.■ leaves cirnc 
I iRevel in )' and future. They areHbranchee liki 

! hearty ch. -s of your now. ***Hthat chil 
Gravity...it*8 the law. *** I'll bet^incident aff< 
you would believe roe if I told you 
that Angela Lansbury from "Murder, www uiaanj-n 

She Wrote" is really Stephen King if s tiroe 1 
M with an extensive Estee Lauder Friendly; "T1 
[ roakeover and a wig from hell. Five for a reasoi 
f, bucks. Croon, bet. *** Forroality is alright your 
*1 the intestinal tract of life. The pinta, the S 
If importance of basic needs, spinning Four gloric 
H wildly in civilization's i^igid I happens when 
Ijl curriculum, is downplayed and l transportatL 
^ underestimated. Contacts are gained I: recent surve; 

S and discarded in the manic quest for ^ of Americans 
routine; normality is championed over 11 commandment 
uncertainty. I want to touch and beJBMnjijEinmH 
touched, regardless of chaos that mayB||ff*“j*^* 
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Predictability is an infernal kidneyjEM Sunliah 

atone; writhing as it passes through 3| 
the stream of consciousness that Christi 

churns in my bladder. Shit. I have to .j, J^hey oeer 
pee. Call roe quaker, but I always / »„indowa* si 
thought that Dungeons and Dragons was .|7j their prev 
cheap entertainment for ^it-caked _ 


leaves clinging tenaciorr^' to the 
branches like uneaten ken .. Maybe 
that childhood lead-poisoning 
incident affected my brain after all. 


WWW Flashing blue lights tell me „ 
it's time to pull over. Officerr' 
Friendly; "That's called a stop sign ■ 
for a reason. Let's try using it, 
alright young man?" The Nina, the 
^ Pinta, the Santa Maria, and police. 

Four glorious examples of what | 

^ happens when assholes get modes of . 
j transportation. *** According to a 
i recent survey, only thirteen percent 
j of Americans still believe in the ten 
I cf^mrnandments. So how come Jon BonBJmi 
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"Buns" Jovi says I've gotta "Keep the 
Faith?" Come on. Buns., Get a grip. 
*** Sunlight feels good after a long 
tiroe in darkness. See. Breathe. Live. 
*** Christmas trees are phantoms. 
They peer out of neighborhood 
windows; subtle watchdogs awaiting 
their prey. They stare as I pass 
through my parents' home; grim I 
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lustroongers who think that staying up jjT parents' home; grim 

to catch a glimpse of Bhiinering ccmmercialited 

on i,?a-nioht cable 4 . ifl =>>eeBefest. thw*! . want , BO,badly to 


to catch a glimpse of shimmering 
lovemaking on late-night cable is 
almost--' aegood cafeteria 
foodfights. Old chums have 
permanently shit on this theory, 
proving that role-playing is for 
Rhodes Scholars as well as comic book 
conniseurs. Yeah. Right. *** My 


w; conniseurs. Yean. Rignt. ny 

mother says that I have a wild hair 
in my butt;, I think it's just a 
wedgie. *** The rosy ^ heart-shaped 
'ig muffin tin on the neo-Victorian 
renaissance arch reminds me of a 
gleeful first kiss in an amusementf 
Wpark. How the hell are you, fifth 
!>■ grade? *** You probably have no idea 
«nthat "mujer verdad quizas"’ is Spanish 
for "if you keep making that face, 
■^IJit'll freeze that way." That's a good 


forget, Christmas is not "JingleH 
Bells" and "Away in a- Manger. "R 
Christmas is not Tiny Tim’ and Scrooge ^ 
exchanging a loving embrace.U 
Christmas is me, a naive six yearS 
old, gazing out the window andH 
swearing to myself that a sleigh had^ 
just soared across the treetopS;. ^ 
Christmas is that same boy moments H 
later, betrayed and decej.ved, bawling Iff 
after hearing Daddy ask Mommy "howB 
we're going to pull off that SantaH 
thing." Christmas is indoctrination.K 
Christmas is celebration of the birth |m 
of lies. Somehow, though, as I watchm 
the lights on the tree, it still B 
feels just a . little bit magical. E 
Damn. I guess I do need that cerebral 
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irathing, because it isn't, really. oL* :/^ 

doid I mention that I like Sleeping^ Sf®-, , yru"orp\atef%f"‘;ou“ci?2 

along Interotate 95. DeotiHi¥lS^gk?v ?o Ivh. t / 

!f Richmond, Virginia, feotering boil of i?MM. mv 

f SoutheaBtern punk. I am all poopedl^^f"®',”^, £“ 

.Jfrom a long night of typing thia 3 f°£“"^“® °®y', ‘"'t n°t for Martin 

i^gacbage; fatigue io kicking my huttg ' 

^-‘Sall over the highway. As I Bwerve B „ ko• h4 'I?.* e^l'eol. 

^like a madman, barren pinee Along 
^iiboth sides remind me of hurje, erected r 


Okay, ‘.'’.^® thing 
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